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Shaw should join his staff as musical critic, this time under
his own name. Shaw accepted the offer, thereby nearly
trebling his salary from two guineas to six pounds a week.
At the end of four years under Harris he found that he
could no longer write on music without repeating himself,
and was honest enough to say so. Harris accordingly
transferred him to his paper's drama department; and there,
as dramatic critic of The Saturday Review, he worked suc-
cessfully until the spring of 1898. By that time he had
become both utterly exhausted and a playwright of estab-
lished and infamous reputation.
It would be untrue to say that Bernard Shaw was bored
by the plays his new profession forced him to go and see;
they exasperated and irritated him far too much to bore
him. What kind of play graced or disgraced the London
theatre in the nineties? Apart from Shakespeare, whom
Irving tailored nightly at the Lyceum to fit his actor-
management's stars, there was the fashionable play; and
this dealt with but the one topic of Love, generally in the
debased form of clandestine adultery. The love plot was
standardized and mass-produced, and only its decorations,
or twists as they were called, were varied by the dexterous
craftsmanship of men like Arthur Wing Pinero and Henry
Arthur Jones. The skill with which such eminent play-
wrights served up the same dish, and by garnishing it afresh
passed it to a public that the box-office proved was always
greedy for more, in Shaw's eyes only aggravated the offence:
for it was the dish itself that made his gorge rise. Love ?
Ugh! Love is not Bernard Shaw's strong suit. He is
no Latin.
It would be incorrect to say that Love was Shaw's blind
spot, because he does see it; and it makes him see red.
Love appears to him not so much a temptation as a nuisance.
Consequently he rebels against it as a tyranny and a waste
of time. He makes Sir Isaac Newton say: 'Women enter
a philosopher's life only to disturb it. They expect too
much attention.' He has never written a love play, or
even a love scene or sentence, that is recognizable as such.
He cannot; and even if he could I doubt whether he would.
Where he finds Love glorified in the works of others, he